88 Kmfmettl 

The bliffefull dew of heaven do’s arowze you, 

I he po wcrfall r^8«/,wcll hath grac’d her Altar, 
And given you your lore ; Out Mafler Mart 
Haft vGiieh d his Oracle, and to t^rcite gave 
The grace of the Contciuton : So the DeJtics 
Have ftjc wd due jaftice ; Beare this hence* 

'Tal. O Cofen, 

That we feould things de6ie,rvh'tchdoe coft u* 
The Ioffe of our defirc ; That nought could buy 
Deare love,but Ioffe of deatc love. 

Thef Never Fortune 

Did play a fubtler GamciThc conquerd triumphes, 
The viiftor has the Loffe :yet in the paffage. 

The gods have beenc moft equall 5 Palamon, 

Your kinfeman hath confeft the right e’th Lady 
Did lye in you, for you fixft faw her, and 
Even then proclaimd your fapcic ; He reftord her 
As your ftolne Icwe'il,and defir’d yourfpitit 
To fend him hence f jrgiven ; The gods my juftice 
Take from my hand, and they themfelves become 
The Executiontrs : Leadc your Lady off; 

And call your Lovers from the ftage of death, * 
Whom I adopt my Frinds. A day or two 
Let us looke fadly,and give grace unto 
The Funerall of Arcite^ whole end 
The vifages ofBrid^roomes week pur«n- »“ < 
And fmile’VvTth Talamon-^ox whom anhoure. 
But one hourc fincej was as dcarcly ferry, 

As glad of tyfrcite\ind am now as glad. 

As for him forry. O you heavenly Charmers, 
What things you make of us? For what welacke 
We laugh,for what we havc,arc forry ftill. 

Arc children in fomc kind. Let us be thankcfull 
Tor that which is, and with you leave dilpute 
That are above our queftion ; Let’s goc off. 

And beare us like the time, 


epilogve; 

I WouldnovD askeye hew ye like the TUy, 

But as it is with Schoole Boyes^cAnnot (uy» 

J am cruellfearefull : fray yet ft ay a whtle^ 
K^ndlet me looke ufonye : No manjmHe . 

Then itooes hard I fee ‘j He that has 
Lovdayonghanfome wench then Jhow hts fast: 

Tfs ftrangcifnonehe heere^andtfhe wtU 
Againft his Cfnfcience let him hijfe, and km 
Our Market: Tisin vaine, I fee toftay yee, 

Ha'Oe at the worft can come/hen'yNow what fay ye f 
And yet miftake me not: 1 am not hold 
We have no fuch caufe, if the tale we have told 
(For tis no other ) any way content ye) 

(For to that honeft furfofe it was ment ye) 

Wehave our e^d% andye jhall have ere long 
I dare fay many a better^ to prolong 
Tour old loves to us': we^ and all our mighty 
Reft at your fervice, Gentleme»ygood night, 

FIoriA." 


FIMIS. 


